TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
her being taken en surprise in the house. I always
felt proud when I heard that almost unremembered
act of love recounted, that my Father did not ask,
" What are you two doing ?" It would have been
banal, and, coming from a doctor, not to be excused.
So they retired to the mews and acquired the
premises which, from the load of hay constantly re-
plenished in one of its windows for the refreshment
of night-weary cab-horses, was called The Hay Hotel.
Barney, who is a bit of a bard, made this lay:
" Though it is' hotel' all right,
No one ever stayed the night,
For we always came so late
That the night was out of date,
When the sun indecent lit
Summerhill and Britain Street."
No one took the slightest notice of the excellent belly-
fodder which filled the other window on the opposite
of the entrance door. It was the long table (at the end
of a long passage) full of boiling coffee, hot tripei and
onions, skate (on Fridays) and crubeens that attracted
the weary nightfarer. We were seldom weary, for as
Barney says, " We have Weary with us to provide any
weariness we require." But it was a welcome haven in
the small hours when, as Vincent says, the soul is apt to
shuffle off, etc. You could stay it with hot coffee and
line the stomach protectively with a gelatinous crubeen.
I could hear a horse sucking water from a barrel at
the corner of the house under the down-pipe in the
darkness as we went in. Right enough, there was
Mercedes by the fire, peeling potatoes that were
mostly peeled already. She took no notice of us.
Maria winked. So she was left alone. She didn't
seem to be enjoying her new act as much as the speech
from Shakespeare and the scene with me. Two of
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